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Having a teacher like Ms. Frizzle can make a kid nervous. 
Strange things always seem to happen when she’s around. 
Take last week, when our class was supposed to do a live TV 
show for the Frizzle News Network. Ralphie was going to come 
up with an exciting story for us to cover. But here it was, 
Broadcast Day, and Ralphie was nowhere to be found. 













































Everyone was getting worried. 

"We can’t do it without him," Wanda said in a panic. She 
stared at the door, hoping Ralphie would race in. But he 
didn’t. Instead, the telephone rang. 

“Oh, yes. I see. He's sick. Poor Ralphie!” Ms, Frizzle said 
into the phone. “Of course he must stay in bed.” 

Carlos tried to get Ms. Frizzle’s attention. “What about 
Broadcast Day?” he asked. 

“Why, we’re taking the school to him,” Ms. Frizzle replied 
as she hung up the phone. ‘To the bus!” she ordered us. 



Here we go again 
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I think I should have 
stayed home! 


As we boarded the bus we began to get worried. This seemed 
an awful lot like one of Ms. Frizzle’s strange field trip ideas. 

“Ms. Frizzle, are you sure this visit isn’t a field trip? Arnold 
asked finally. 

Ms. Frizzle just grinned. “What do you think, Arnold ? 








































Ms. Frizzle closed the door and turned the key in the 
ignition. Boy, was Ralphie about to be surprised! 

Ralphie was home in bed getting ready to take his medicine. 

"How can anything that smells like grape shoe polish help m y 
body get well?" Ralphie asked his mother, who just happened to 
be a doctor. 

"It will if you take one teaspoon three times a day,” she 
replied. "Now I have to go see a patient. Grampa's downstairs 
if you need anything. I’ll check in later.” 


































Hello up there! 


Hello down there! 




Ralphie knew his mom wanted him to rest. But how could 
he rest, knowing he’d let everyone down on Broadcast Day? 
He jumped out of bed and went over to his computer. Maybe 
if he came up with a really great idea for the news show he 
could phone it in to the classroom. But even walking over to 
the computer made him tired. 

Just then, Raiphie saw us all standing right there on his 
sidewalk. He looked very surprised! 
































We followed Ms, Frizzle straight up to Ralphie’s bedroom. 
“We came to do Broadcast Day,” Wanda told Ralphie. 
“What a great idea!” Ralphie exclaimed. 

“Now and then I do have them." Ms. Frizzle laughed. 




































“Cough. Cough. Cough.” Ralphie's cold was getting worse. 

“You’d better take it easy, Ralphie," said Ms. Frizzle. “Your 
body is telling you to s-l-o-w d-o-w-n.” 

“But Ms. Frizzle! I can’t. We have a show to do. What does 
my body know, anyway?" Ralphie asked. 

That's when Ms. Frizzle got that look on her face — the one 
that makes us nervous. “It knows a lot about the detection and 
rejection of infection, Ralphie. Inside you, at this moment, there 
is action! Adventure! Excitement!" 



Ralphie’s a pony. 
Get it? 

He’s a little hoarse! 


_ I Carlos, your jokes 

are making us sick! 

















The Friz ordered us all back on the bus. Suddenly we were 
getting smaller. Helicopter blades whirred over our heads. The 
Magic School Bus had become a Magic School Helicopter. 
What s going on? Ralphie shouted over the noise. 

We re here to get the inside story,” answered Ms. Frizzle. 




























“Seat belts everyone!” Ms. Frizzle called back to us. “Ralphie, 
say ‘Ahhhh.’” 

Ralphie opened his mouth wide. We flew right down his 
throat. It was red and swollen. The bus must have tickled going 
down, because Ralphie coughed — hard. The bus flew back out 



of his mouth 


What’s going 


Whooaaah! 











We had to find another way to get inside Ralphie’s body. 
“I've got it!” Ralphie cried out excitedly. “Look at this!” 

He peeled off a bandage to show us a cut on his leg. We 
could enter through it. But the bus had to be even smaller 
to dive into a teeny tiny cut. 











We were inside Ralphie. But we were nowhere near his 
sore throat. 

“Could we travel through his bloodstream to get to his 
sore throat?” asked Dorothy Ann. 

“Absolutely!” answered Ms. Frizzle. 






















Ralphie watched us on his TV as we floated along in a thin, 
clear liquid. 


“Is that my blood?” Ralphie asked. “I thought blood was red. 
That stuff is clear.” 

“The liquid part of the blood is clear,” Ms. Frizzle explained. 
“So what are those red things?” Ralphie asked. 






































I’m seeing myself 
from the inside out 


Dorothy Ann opened her notebook. “According to my 
research, they’re called red blood cells. And the white ones are 
called white blood cells." 

“Red blood cells cany oxygen to all parts of the body, 

Keesha added. “White blood cells search out and destroy germs. 
Platelets help the body heal scrapes and cuts.” 























Just then. Ralphie’s mother came back to check on him. 

That's when she spotted °" ‘^he asked. -It's remarkably 
“What’s that you re watching sne y 


Ralphie had to think fast - he couldn’t let his mother know 
where the class really was! ‘Those are just cheap special 
effects. Look, you can even see the wires! he said. 




























































This way 
to the infection! 


Which way? 


The bus jerked to a stop. “We’re here in the throat!” Ms. ^ 
Frizzle called out. “It’s time for some on-the-spot reporting. 

Keesha and Carlos took one camera. Phoebe and Arnold 
took another. They quickly scrambled off the bus. 
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“Look at that, folks! Have we got us some action!” Carlos said 
in his best news reporter voice. ‘Those yellow-green balls are 
alive. They're destroying that wall!” 

The yellow-green balls were bacteria cells. They were attacking 
Ralphie’s throat. The bacteria were the bad guys that were 
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making Ralphie sick 
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aim. This show is very realistic.^ 


“According to my research, bacteria are germs, Dorothy Ann 
explained. “Once inside our bodies, they can make us sick. 







































































klo°d ceils. The white blood cells attacked the bacteria. 

whV f. e Was on and for a moment it seemed as though the 
white blood cells would win* 

eijht en ti,^ e m aCteria , began t0 dlV,de ' There were four - then 

ftfthtte h, a 7 m ° re! There were too many bacteria for 
the white blood cells to battle on their own> 





As he watched the action on the TV, Ralphie got scared. 
“How could my body lose?" 

“I don’t think you should be watching this,” Ralphie’s 
mom said with concern. She got up to leave. “Your body 
needs to save its strength so it can use its energy to battle 
those bacteria.” 
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f Believe me! 
You need rest! 


































The bacteria were everywhere! The reporters found themselves 
stuck in the middle of the battle! “Ralphie! Where's our backup 
support?” Dorothy Ann shouted. 

"B-backup support?” Ralphie said weakly. “Where do I get 
that?” 



“It’s already on its way,” said Ms. Frizzle calmly. 

Just then, a river of purple fluid washed past the bus. 
“Looks like grape shoe polish,” Carlos said. 

But it wasn’t grape shoe polish. It was the medicine Ralphie 




The medicine worked side by side with the white blood cells 
to destroy the bacteria. 

“It’s destroying more bacteria!” Tim cheered. ‘The medicine 
is giving the white blood cells a chance!” 

Just then a white blood cell sprayed antibodies all over the 
bus! It’s the antibodies’ job to mark bacteria. That’s how the 
white blood cells know what to attack. 

“Ralphie's white blood cells are doing such a good job! Ms. 

Frizzle announced. They now recognize us as enemies, too. 
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In my old school we were 
only afraid of the lunch meat! 


“Enemies?” Arnold gulped. “But we know what white blood 
cells do to enemies!” 

Ms. Frizzle smiled. ‘They’ll tiy to destroy us. Ah, the wonder 
of the human body.” 

Now we were really scared! We cried for Ralphie to help us, 
but he was fast asleep. 
























“Don’t wony class," Ms. Frizzle said. "In order to destroy us, 
Ralphie’s white blood cells will have to catch us." 

She put her foot on the bus’s gas pedal. We zoomed through 
Ralphie’s body! 








The bus made a sharp turn. Ms. Frizzle spoke into the 
broadcast microphone. "Ms. Frizzle here with an update 
on the Ralphie story,” she said. ‘To escape the white blood 
cells, we have left Ralphie’s throat and are now heading up his 
nasal passages.” j 

“His what?” Keesha whispered to Dorothy Ann. 

Dorothy Ann flipped through her science book. “According to 
my research, that means his nose!" 

Well, there were a lot of places we would have rather been, 
but at least we were away from those white blood cells! 
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It was getting late. We had to get back to school. But we 
were stuck in Ralphie’s nose. There was only one thing to do. 
Ralphie was going to have to sneeze us out! 



Aaachoo! 




Fasten your seat belts 














The bus flew out of Ralphie’s nose and landed safely in a soft 
pile of socks. 

"So, Ralphie,” Keesha said, shoving her news microphone into 
Ralphie’s face, "what do you have to say about today’s exciting 
adventure?” 

“I’m sorry my body made such a mess of it,” Ralphie croaked. 












“Your body’s built to keep out things like a bunch of germs 
— or a bus of kids,” Wanda explained to him. 

“Okay,” Ralphie agreed. “But what about when you almost 
got gobbled up by my white blood cells?” 

The memory made Arnold shiver. “Only because your body 
thought we were bacteria,” he said. 

‘That’s the inside story, Ralphie,” Ms. Frizzle said. Then 

she ordered everyone back on the bus. It was time to let 
Ralphie rest. 

-We may have won the battle.” she said. “But Ralphle's still 
fighting the war." r 

















Letters from Our Reader« 

(Editor's note. They will help you tell what is real 
and what is make-believe in this story.) 
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My school bus driver once 
got lost and we wound up in 
the next town! But we never 
wound up inside someone s 
body. Those kids are lucky 
they only ran into one kind of 
germ. They could have had to 
battle fungi, parasites, or 
viruses. They can make you 
sick. too. 

Your pal. 

Lost and Found 

















Dear Kids, Parents, and Teachers 


Your body is always working to keep you 
healthy. When you get sick, it works even harder 
to get you well. Your skin helps keep germs 
out of your body. The tiny hairs in your nose 
trap germs. The fluids in your nose and throat 
continually wash germs away. So do the tears in 
your eyes. 

Sometimes germs do get into your body and 
grow despite your body’s efforts. That is when 
you get sick. Your body fights germs in many 
ways. Even fever, swelling, and achiness may 
help your body contain the spread of germs and 
overcome them. Medicines work with your body’s 
natural defenses to destroy germs. 

When all the germs in your body that make you 
sick are destroyed, you get well again. 
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